EPILOGUE TO SUMMER AT NORDERNEY    in
instance, the Adriatic or Tyrrhenian fishermen, who talk
familiarly to the Madonna when they kneel before her statue
lit by a dim oil lamp. One reason for the gloom of these
northern fishermen may well be that there are no longer any
fish here. The fish have left Norderney for other parts of
the North Sea. And so, when the summer visitors have left,
the fishermen of the island must go and seek their livelihood
elsewhere, or devote themselves to other hard labour at home.
Sunday.
A look of inward stress is graven in the weather-beaten
faces of these people; they are hardened by bitter memories.
Years ago there was still a Norderney fishing fleet. But a
December storm played havoc with them. Three trawlers
capsized on the way home and eight men were drowned.
Such occurrences guide men's footsteps to the church
which stands in the old cemetery in the middle of the town.
There is an old saying: " Frisia non cantat" Friesland
does not sing. No songs have come from Frisian soil. But
in the church the people gather and join with moving fervour
in the uplifting old hymns of Zinzendotf, Gerhardt and Spitta.
Who would belittle Protestantism as an influence in Ger-
many's national life? On an island like Norderney it is
doubly strong. There we see men whose outward life has
been denied all joy and colour. They have been driven into
themselves. Accustomed to roat at one another in a deep
bass in order to be heard above the roar of wind and waves,
in church too they sing in heavy unison. They seem anxious
to emphasise every" reference to wind and wave. The
preacher, too, is constantly quoting from the pulpit Biblical
references to the waters and the storm. The Old Testament
is full of such passages: the spirit of God which broods
over the waters; the sea so great and wide; God who stilled
the roaring of the sea; the sands of the sea; the wild waves ;
all this is to be found in the Old Testament. And the New
Testament tells of the doubter who was like the waves of the
sea, of the wind that bloweth where it listeth. And all these
texts referring to nature and the calling of the Notderney
islanders are read in the course of a long year by the preacher,
who wanders in spirit from the Notth Sea to Lake Gene-
from this German Ocean on which at the beginning

